PRESIDENT   MASARYK   TELLS   HIS   STORY
to the family of the Chief of Police, Lemonnier;
he was about the biggest man in Brno. Later on I
was given my meals there every day, and so I was
able to keep my brother too, while he was studying.
But he never could get anything into his head. We
boys had a jolly enough time together at our lodging
at the shoemaker's; in the evenings after work we
used to have all sorts of fun: in the summer we went
bathing at Zabrdovice and used to have supper
at the brewery for six kreutzers (ifd.), bread,
cheese, and a pint of beer. What times those were!
I enjoyed Brno because I was able to get books.
Of course at the German Gymnasium I read plenty
of German and Catholic propaganda. But that made
no difference; on the contrary, at that time, just
as formerly at Cejkovice, I simply devoured Catholic
apologetics. I can still remember one or two of the
novels: one was called Fabiola^ and was by Wiseman,
Fabiola was a beautiful Roman maiden, and she
died a martyr's death. The second novel was also
a translation from the English, and was called, I
believe, Die Martyrer von Tilbury: these martyrs
were Catholics, put to death during the English
Reformation. The third book was called Glaubens-
krajt und Liebesglut by a certain Mme. Polko: it
was about a young Catholic missionary who went
to India: a beautiful Hindu fell in love with him
there, the Princess Damajanti or something; but his